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On Board S.S. "Teutonic" 

IT is a foggy, wet night; my hair 
hangs in long, straight, watery 
streamers, and even the paper is 
mushy. But such a wontlerful, quiet seat 
Even you would not find foult with it. The 
people are plain, such fiin to watch, but I have 
no desire to talk to them. 

There is a fiinny little Irishnian who sits 
right opposite me at the table, and he talks 
to a lady who looks for all the world Uke a 
rag doll; not the old-bshitmed fiat kind, but 
the ones that are aU stuffed out. Oh, just Uke 
a rag doll in the face, with a figure like your 
lavender waist when I stufiied the Uue cushion 
inside it. And how they talk 1 I can hardly 
get in a word to Walter, let alone eat my 
dinner. I am suddenly grown aU ears. I am 
so afraid of missing stime of their lovely con- 
versation. 
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Last night the rag-doU lady was drawii^ 
a picture of herself hanging over the straight 
cliff to kiss the "Blarney Stone," while her 
mother sat on her feet to keep her from fulling 
overboard. 

Later she was holding forth on what a 
"&ke" Pompeii is ; it certainly is not w(»1h 
visiting; it is just a waste of time; vrhy 
people rave over it she cannot understand ; 
and the model of it in Naples is much more 
satis&ctoryl 

They seem to have been all over the world 
without learning anjrthii^ from their travels. 
Wonderful people I The woman next me I 
have not yet had the courage to say "good- 
morning" to ; she is — welt — you and I would 
call it stout, but she has a mind of a different 
order, and thinks herself "sweetiy plump," 
and assures the rag-doll lady that the reason 
she eats so little is "because she is afraid she 
will bBoame stout." 

I must not fot^et the young boy who looks 
just Qke Nana, the dog, in Peter Pan. 

Then tiia-e is tfie Catholic Bishop who 
wears the loveliest purplish- pinldsh red neck- 
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|riece,but his note tStaia, 6k, lobadlr wMi 
it, and the waiter insists on BtandinK a butet 
of flowers, tied with a territde irink bow, in 
such a way that every time I loofc iqi, I get a 
visi<m of those three swearing pinky reds, one 
right above the other, fM* die bow seems to 
rest on the top of "His HoUness's" head Uke 
a festive nightcap. 

Then there is the man who iobka like a 
saint, who glances carefully around the writing 
room, and, being sure tifirt his wife is not 
looking in at any of the windows, implores 
difiierent giris to write Hwir names in his 
bocdc "aa a souvenirl" Have you ever seen 
a person that would just fit in a square hcde 7 
There is one on board, and she is Ei^ltsh. 
with red hair. 

We walk, and eat, and sleep, and tiiat is 
about alL I have read books and books, and 
have enjoyed them aU so much. The " Rose 
of Joy " is splendidly interesting. I liked what 
the uncle said about the women getting old : 
"It was not the finger of time that made them 
look old and homely, but the lack of thot^hts, 
and character, that were written on their 
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faces." And oh, I waa so glad that the hus- 
band waa gotten rid of somehow, and that 
she kept her head and did not get married 
again. It was a sed book and sometimes she 
must be very lonely, but I truly believe she 
was much happier as thii^s turned out 

Sometimes when I get tired and run down 
I think it is a shame that I was not bom 
with good looks and personal magnetism, and 
a clever brain, but when I get well, and 
strong and rested, I am so thankful I was 
given common sense; it is not nearly so 
gratifying as other qualities, but if s more — it 
makes more contented inside living. 
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'^^^^HIS is the Glorious Fourth on board 
■ ^ ^ J the " Teutonic" 
^^^ I was upearly this morning to see 
the Irish coast. It does not look as green 
as I remembered it looking last time, but 
it leaves the impression of being a very lovely 
coast, though I suspect that it is because one 
has not seen land for seven days. Of course it 
is fc^y, and the bom is "tooting" away at a 
great rate. If s too cold to write on deck, and 
the moment I come inside I nearly fell over 
with sleepiness. Our stateroom is a wonder ; 
it is a litQe larger than Aunt Arlie's ; she has 
to sit on her bed and hang her head over into 
the steamer trunk whenever she wants any- 
thii%, as the trunk, when it is not pushed 
under the bed, takes up every inch of room. 
The ceiling looks as if it had a coating of cot- 
tage-cheese, with here and there a marsh- 
mallow stuck on. 

It is a great thing to live up to one's 
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reputation, and I hove been untidy enough to 
fit even mother's description of me t 

There is a cute little baby on board who 
has a litde red cape and hood all in one pietK. 
It is lined with white and looks very pretty 
in fitmt, but the back view is perfect, for the 
hood is slightly shirred where it meets the 
cape, and looks like the back of a dear little 
red parrot. 

One of the atokers, who was workiiqc his 
way over to England, was overcome with 
the heat, died, and vras buried at sea. Of 
course we knew nothing about it until much 
later, but it does seem terrible that we should 
be up in the coed air having such a good time, 
and that some one should be dying of heat 
in order to give us ttus good time. 
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Cheatar, Jufy 5th. 

IT is night — such a night ! A ycDow 
moon hanging in an endless sky 
with two little silver clouds for 
companyl The town, so dark, so still, stretches 
out under my window, a perfect wildemess 



Noise and excitement reigned on the boat 
tfus morning long before it was time to get 
out of berths. Everyone seemed suddenly, 
at the same moment, to have lost friends and 
baggage, and to want to capture someone 
else's steward for the recovery of the same. At 
last vn started, sliding down the gangway 
and being helped at the end when we did not 
need it Having avrom that I had no tobacco 
and liquor, I was allowed to pass. We took 
a tovely "double-decker" that looked like a real 
car with a sort of greenhouse on the roo£ 
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How we laughed, and oh, how polite the 
guards are. They didn't pull the "Go-strap" 
until we had all climbed up the stairs, and 
even stopped before we started the journey 
down. 

When we arrived in Liverpool ttwy were 
scrubbing the art gallery, and we were told 
that it did not open until ten o'clock. "Tillten 
o'clock r' We just stared, for we thought at 
least that it must be nearly noon time, but it 
was only nine o'clock. Then we asked, 
"Can we leave our bf^s P " " Not until ten 
o'ckKk," though the boy was to be ttiere all 
tiie time. Again, "Can we sit down?" "Not 
until ten o'clock." A r^ular ten o'clock bog I 
So we amused oursdves by riding, bags and ' 
■11, on top of trams until nearly ten o'clock, 
and then sat right down on the imposing stone 
steps of the Walker Art Gallery. People did 
stare 1 I suppose vre did not have the dignity 
of the other statues, for by tAa^ttme we vmn 
too dead to care if the King himself came to 
kxrtcat us. 

We were repaid. Oki, tliat wonderful Ros- 
setti, "Dante's Dream." The nqit eqiressfons 
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on Ac &ces of those v4io lift the dodi. ahnoat 
as if they were seeing Beatrice in her new life. 
The lines, the reds, the greens, were all perfect. 
One could live years with such a picture and 
love it better all the time. 

We came away to Chester through the 
beautiful English country. It reminds me 
much of tiie country around Lenox. Lun^ 
was our first thought, and then a little rest. 
We started out at three, and really spent all 
the afternoon at the Cathedral Somehow, a 
Pro t est an t Cathedral seems strange, and it was 
not until die service began that I really got 
into the atmosphere of it. It is a beautiful 
Cattiedral, so plain, so solid, so well set on the 
ground, and yet so gracefoL Norman arches, 
early gothic arches with straight points and 
deep greaves for ornaments. It wras just soul- 
satisfying. Not nearly as beautiful as the finer 
carved ones, but with a dignity all its own. 
We wandered an about the Church and 
Cloisters and then settled down to service. It 
is just the kind of a Church that makes you 
feel that you must stay and worship. 

But just one tiang more I must tell you. 
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After supper we tocA a tram out into tbe coun- 
try. We climbed up on top, and I could see 
right over tiie tall brick walls into the tidy 
little gardens tiiat so surround the brick 
bouses; such neat, green, well-tended little 
gardens, and such pretty lattice-work win- 
dows as open out upon them I It made you 
fieel that you would like to settle down at once 
in just such a cottage writh just such a garden, 
and sit in the casement readu^ poems. But 
evidentfy such jil^^igs wear off, for 2 never 
saw one of the inhat^tants behaving so; 
they all seeme^^to be shut away inside the 
walls. 

Then Hiss K. and I walked around the old 
City ^alls, Kvhich have been left standii^ up 
high and a vralk built on the top some two 
miles in length. The walls are ddightiiil; old 
red brick, with here and there an old Watch 
Tower, and with spooky litde back gates that 
lead into houses, the kind that knrera would 
steal out o^ heavfly cloaked. A canal runs 
partly around the walls, formit% pert of the 
old moat, and the river the rest of the way, 
and there ia ruin erf an old castle near at 
14 
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hand. The sun was setting right over the 
brick waUs into the tidy little gardens. 

The bell is now tolling eleven, the moon is 
just sinldi^ behind a tall Church roof, and I 
must go to sleep. 
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London, July 9, 1906. 
Monday. 
^^^>^CH nice things have been going on, 
m^ ^ bat I could not write one word 
^1— ^ about them. To go back to Chester 
— we decided to leave for London at three 
o'clock, packed up all our things and started 
for Eaton HaU. Instead of driving up to the 
caatle as people so often do, we went by boat 
The river Dee is such a lovely little stream, 
with small brick houses, and neat little gar- 
dens running down to the water's edge. A 
little farther along there were cattle standing 
under wide-spreadii^ oaks, or cooling off, up to 
their knees in the Dee. I wonder if the name 
"Dee" means lacking in straightness, for the 
river is just one perpetual curve. We traveled 
an hour to get four miles away from Chester. 
Eaton HaU is beautiful on the outside, but 
so uninte r e s t in g within. There is a beautiful 
UtOe chapel, and some one was playing the 
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organ when we came in. We were rushing ofF 
for tiie boat, when suddenly Hiss P. stoiqied 
short and asked if I could stay anoHier night 
1 was delighted to do so, and we went back to 
the chapeL As in all castles, the beautiful 
things are so crowded together that they 
simply cease to be beautiful. The library was 
panelled in wonderful oak — and books I I 
should greatly like to have H, and the view, 
and the garden ; but not the rest of the house. 
We hod a beautiful time, aa we were in no 
hurry, and had gotten rid of our guide, who 
alwrays stood rooted before the hnpoaaible 
things, and dragged us ofF before we had half 
finished looking at some little gem. 

We walked through the Park to tiie dearest 
litde village. One can't describe it ; it is just a 
perfect little English village, and you know 
vrhat I mean. As the post office was right in 
front of us, we asked where we could get 
luncheon. We were told that the Duke did 
not allow any lunch rooms, and that we would 
have to walk back a mile and cross a ferry. 
By tiiat time it was three o'clock and we were 
very hungry, so we simply groaned. The 
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pretty Htde posttnistreas took pity upon us, 
and said that if toast and tea and strawbemes 
would do, we could get thoM at the Sexton's. 
So we walked up on old-fashioned garden, and 
such a ro^-bced motfaerly woman as came 
to the door 1 She sent us off writh her husband 
to see the Church while she got Ote tea. He 
was the funniest litUe man, talking all the 
time about the Duke and his "old" fomHy. 
"V^y," he said, "it goes back to the Netr 
World raco!" It toc^ us some time to 
find out that he meant William the Con- 
queror! Then we came back to the tea and 
strawberries, and ei^yed them all so much. 
On our way to London we stopped ciff 
at Birmingham, aa Miss P. said there were 
some very fine Bume-Jones windows and 
paintings there. There were so many people 
about that we began to imagine Birmii^- 
ham had as large a population aa London. We 
found the Church was doaed, and the Museum 
alsa It was Mr. Chamberiain's seventieth 
Urthday, and the whole country was cele- 
brating. So we turned our fiices toward 
LondcKi, much more tired, but tio wiser. 
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^I^^^HE most restful thing I have done in 
fl J London, is going to the Abbey. 
^^^ That cool, dark building, with its 
beautiful rose mndow, the nKHiotonous vcrice 
of the Priest, the beautiful organ and choir, 
were all so wonderfuL I have managed to run 
in there two afternoons, and even though ths 
Church was crowded, it is so high and airy, 
that somehow you do not notice the people. 



Litindon, Fridtgr. 
^T^B started the day by finishing break- 
f I y fast at half after ten, then we walked 
^••M^ up to see the Wallace Collection. 
The Rcmbrandts, and Reynolds are beautiful, 
and wc stayed there looking at them until 
after one o'clock. Then we took a hanacnn 
cab and drove to 145 Fleet street. Have you 
ever taken a meal at the "^d Oieshire 

19 
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Cheese?" Such fiin as it waa I We waited 
up a little aBey and landed suddenly in a 
crowded bar. Hen were smoking and drink- 
ing, waiters rushing about with plates, or 
shouting upstairs to the cook (that* s the wray 
the orders are given). But no matter how 
knid, or how high the voice is at the beginning 
of the order, it always goes 'way up cm tte 
last syllable. The tables have benches for 
chairs, and the floor is covered with saMrdust, 
but Dr. Johnson dined there, and so tve had 
to I The chops were fine, so were the peas, 
i^iich had mint «)oked with them. Strange! 
And the Welsh rarebit was perfect. We went 
upstairs and sawr where the bmous "literary 
club" used to meet. \Valter said it was "pretty 
tough kxildng" but it was really great fiui. 

Then Dad and I went to the Tate GaUery, 
and Walter to the South Kensington Museum. 
The Turners are so beautiful, but I will own 
up that the Rossetti picture of Beatrice did 
disappoint me a litUe. I had remembered it 
as being so much more beautifuL .... 
I have invested in another Browning ; a little 
one this time, just some of the poems on 
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India paper about the size of two match boxes. 
It is such a handy little volume that I simply 
could not resist it. I have also invested in 
a book of tiie Psalms like tme of my Shakes- 
peare books, because I am trying to memorize 
some of them ; but the memorizing does not 
get on very last, as I never, by any chance, 
stay awake until I get to the end of the first 
one. I never knew until I got this book how 
different the Prayer Book Psalms are from 
the Bible ones. I think the Prayer Book has 
just spoiled "By the Vt^aters of Babylon." 

This afternoon we flew all over town for 
Walter's Latin books, and at last found what 
was wanted. These Et^lish people are cer- 
tainly not attractive to trade with. They 
never seem to care if you cannot get what you 
wanL One man said to me, "No, vn don't 
keep it, but I know what you mean. A great 
maiJor people ask for it, but we don't Inep it" 
Fancy such a statement I 

After shopping, we had hincheon. Then I 
went to service in the Abbey, and later to 
tiie Art Gallery. 

21 
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Sttodtfy. 

IT seems to me that there is a little 
imp who does nothing but take a 
fiendish delight in making it impos- 
sible for me to do the things planned. The 
maid called me three quarters of an hour late 
this morning, and so I had to give up all idea 
of going to early service, and I was disap- 
pointed, for it was held in Henry tiie Seventh's 
ChapeL I went down to Saint Maigaref a 
(right next to the Abbey) for matins. I was 
very early and got a seat 'way back, but 
those coming late had to stand. An usher 
kept callii%, "move right up the aisle ; don't 
block up the passage ; all seats free at eleven 
o'clock." For aU the world like "plenty of 
room in the front car, step lively." It did go 
so badly with the beautiful old wrindo^vs I I 
just loved Saint Margaret's, and the music 
was so good. I notice that over here the 
people seem to know how to shade the 
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hymns. The Bishop of Herdixil (poor man. 
he looked about a hundred!) preached ft>r an 
hour or more. . . . . I felt as if my 
bones were coming right through. 

At seven o'clock in the evening we went 
to hear Campbell Morgan. He is not as 
wonderful as I imagined, but the simple ser- 
vice was delightfuL He looks as you would 
imagine Meredith MacCoIl would look if he 
were no longer young, and painfully thin. 
We stayed for Communicn, but I think I 
prefer the EpiacopaJ service. After service 
we went beck to the hotel for dinner; it 
was after ten when we left the table. It does 
seem so strange to see all the women in fiiU 
evening dress in a hotel dining rocsn. 
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Etaplea, France, Jufy 18, 1906. 

XWANT to tell you about this dear 
little garden. Father, mother and 
Walter are all at tiie hotel, bat I 
am apendiiv the night with Aunt Arlie, and 
my window looks down on such a dear, 
fiinny, old-lashioned walled garden, with old- 
fashioned pinks, and roses, and Easter lilies, 
and • few fruit trees. Last cvcoiag, in the 
garden, I met an cdd French woman who lives 
in the house. She carefully picked me out a 
white rose. Aunt Arlie says because I am a 
"young girl." Then she asked me into her 
kitchen. In getting me the rose the omelette 
she was cooking burned, but she assured me 
it made no difference, "as only Sisters of 
Charity were coming, and they were never 
particular!" Those poor Sisters! They greeted 
me so sweetly, little knowing that I had just 
helped to spoil their supper. 

The whole outlook fi-om my window is 



p:hy Google 



one of roofs, and there is not one straight one 
among them I The flowers in the garden are 
beautiful, but the vegetables are rather seedy. 
I have learned that Mile, spends all her time 
and water on the Sov^ers, and lets the poor 
v^etables come along as best they can. . . 
. . . We hope to start on our automobile 
trip to-mofTOw morning. Alexandre, the 
chauflieur, was a military courier in the French 
army at Madagascar for three years, and has 
hod wonderful training. He makes you feel 
at once that he knows what he is about, 
and his military training has taught him to 
obey the laws, but / must find out, of course, 
what iwe are to see in each town, and about 
the hotelB, ct cetera. Alexandre acts like an 
old war horse when he strikes the "routes 
nationales," and just makes the motor go at 
about thirty-flve mites an hour. That does 
sound fost, but he is such a good, 6Breful 
driver, and the roads are as fiat as pancakes, 
and broad enough for three or four carriages 
to pass at a time. 
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Dives, Jufr 38th. 
^OTHBR, firtherand \Valter have gone 
to Caen to-day, to see the Churches, 
and I am here resting. The French 
people stop and tallc under my window, and 
really if it were not for the fact that I can 
hear that their talk is quite harmless, I would 
think they were on the e<^e of having a fight, 
they do get so excited I 

This is the nicest old-fashioned place, with 
rooms full of beautiful furniture which the 
landlord has collected himself. He has been 
offered thirty-six thousand francs just fiar the 
things in one room, but he will not sell them. 
He charges people whom he docs not like, 
dreadful prices, and when Oiey make a fuss 
about the bill, he says: "Very well, if you 
find built with the bill there is no charge at 
all," and he refuses to take any money. But 
you see he gains his point, for those people 
can never return to his hoteL 
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A crane walks about the courtyard and 
malcea dives fos little boys' legs — he has a 
beastly temper t A lovely white cockatoo sits 
high up in a window; he is the most beautiful 
white, and it is great fun to see him have 
his bath. The landlord soaps him all over, 
and in return the bird kisses him, and seems 
to really love him. The landlord ofSera the 
cockatoo a stick, which he grabs by his biU 
and closes his eyes. Then the landlord puta 
him under the pump. 

I am so fun of czh&teaux and abbeys, and 
they are all so beautifiil, that I want to sit 
down and live in each one a week, but I never 
get the chance. The country we are going 
through is beautiful, and ao rich looking. 
Every field seems to strive to outdo its 
neighbm* in beauty and Certility. How the 
people can be poor when every inch of land is 
so wonderfully green 2 cannot see, and yet 
the French have an immense national debt. 

We saw one perfect Ch&teau — an old 
mediaeval one. Fortunately, Alexandre had 
to put new oil into the machine whUe we 
were standing in bxint of the gates of the 
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Qi&teau. Soon a man came down from the 
bouse and began wallcing up and down be< 
hind some trees, taking us all in. We must 
have impressed him as quite harmless, for 
aocm he sent some one to say "the Marquise 
win be very glad to have you walk fat the 
grounds, and around the Ch&teau." Now 
wasn't that nice of her f We enjoyed our- 
selves greatly, and fother would have bought 
that ChlLteau of Rambures if the Marquis 
had given him half a chance. 

TiVe have been amusii^ TWalter by mak- 
ing him look up our name among the list of 
people that sailed frmn this little town with 
William the Conqueror for England. All the 
names of the people, as nearly as could be 
found out, are written on the door of a little 
Church. The family name then was de 
Bohun, and the older members of the femily 
have always said that we came to England at 
Aat time. I sent Walter down to the 
Church, never thinking for one moment he 
would find anjrthing, but instead of locking 
Hiere he went with Father to see the Land- 
lord's rooms. On the wall hung a coat of 
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anns witii the name "de Bohun" upon it. 
Walter, turning to Father, exdairoed, "Just 
]ook at thatt" "Now that," aaid the land- 
lord, "is the coat of aims of a man who 
sailed to England in 1066. You can see his 
name on ttia Church door. Me settled in 
Devonshire, and his descendants went to 
America." Walter, however, is very glad 
that he is not that worthy gentleman, for he 
aays, " the poor man never rode in an auto- 
mobile," and I feel very much the same way 
myself t 

Do get a map of France and see where 
we are goii%. I cannot teD you ahead, as we 
never know ourselves. The weather makes 
a great difference, as very often it is quite 
nice and stmny inland, and rainy on the 
coast, and Alexandre always comes with 
news of some castle that muat be seen. 
Baedeker does not always tell about these 
castles if they are ofF the railroad line, and so 
we ask about them at every place where we 
take a meal We usually travel about 'sixty 
miles a day. 

We left Eta^des, which is near Boulogne. 
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and went to Amiens, then straight to Dieppe, 
St Valery, Fecamp, Caudebec, Rouen, Hon- 
fleur, DiveS'Bur-Mer, and Caen. 

I must tell you about Sunday morning at 
Dieppe. I got up early and went around to 
St Jacques ; quite an ordinary church ibr this 
country, only dating frinn the fifteenth cen- 
tury I But quite lovdy enough to del^t me. 
It really is a great blessing to live in America, 
for the old things are so much more of a 
pleasure to us, whereas if we lived here, I 
suppose they would be an every-day occur- 
rence, and there would be no novelty about 
them. Now, I had made up my mind not to 
like St Jacques because the Guide Book said 
it was "florid," and I hate the word "florid." 
It always makes me think of red-nosed gen- 
tlemen. But I decided to go to St Jacques, 
partly because the landlady assured me that 
a fine preacher from some big city was to 
preach, and that the music was sure to be 
fine, and partly because it was near the hotel 
and I ran a reascxuible chance of getting back 
safely! But "florid" has not a bad meaning 
when an>lied to a Church, for St Jacques 
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was moch more intercstii^ to look at, than 
the somon was to hear) Well, I got in and 
was shown into a chair covered witii red 
velvet ; a chair high in the seat and short in 
the back. Opposite was one Just like it; I 
forgot to say facing it, only very short in the 
seat and very long in the back, and v/hen you 
kneh on it you felt as if you were being tilted 
into the front man's seat. Indeed, the feat 
could not even be attempted if that man- 
chose to remain seated during the prayers. 
The women kneel, and the men stand. 

When the sermon began, half the congre- 
gatim picked up their chairs and promptly 
turned their backs on the altar, for the pulpit 
was in the middle of the Church ; a fine idea, 
as otherwise half of the people could not have 
heard. The only ones who seemed to pay 
much attention to the fine imported Priest 
were the poor people, and they really did not 
need to, as the whole sermon (I only lost a 
few words), ^vaa about giving to poor paople; 
in fact, the Priest waxed quite eloquent, and 
grew very excited, leaning far out of the 
wooden box, imidoring his brothers to give to 
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duuity, clasping his hands and lifting hia face 
to Heaven (but always keeping one eye on 
the ccKigregation), assuring them that the 
Priests knew, but th^y did not, and could not 
know, of the misery of the poor. 

The music was good ; first an organ 
recital (a little wheezy), &cn a lovely fiddle 
and organ piece, while the Priest did queer 
things at the altar, and a little boy ning a beO, 
and the people crossed themselves. I could 
not find out what it was all about, so I gave 
up tryii^ and just enjoyed ttie music Every 
moment (except &e sennon) was music, and 
I enjoyed mysdf greatly, only I did not 
exactly fieel as if I had been to Church. 
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Mont St. Mhhml 
^w^Eare perched up on the aide of a rock 
^1 J at Mont St Michel, and although 
^*M^ we can see right over the roof of 
the house opposite, and over the walls and 
towers of the fbrtificationa beyond, and 
over the wet sands to a little village fu 
off in the distance, yet these French people 
nulEC such a noise in the street that I 
can hardly hear myself think. The accom- 
modations here are dreadful, and yet I love 
it We were climbing the long hill that leads 
to Avranches late yesterday, when suddenly 
the trees and houses parted, and then as Car 
•8 eye could reach there was flat wet sand, 
the Bay of Mont St Michel I And out d 
all that shimmer of wet sand rose Mont 
St Michel itself, more like a beautiful jewel- 
box than a real town. The rock and fbrtifi- 
catiwis at that distance kxdced dark, vdiile the 
whole top was taken up with the spires of 
33 
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the Oiurdi, which caught the evenins sun, 
unta they looked Ulce gold. The town is a/f 
steps and Sues tiic land. 

As wre entered the hotel last night two 
delicious legs of lamb were turning in front of 
an open fire ; they did look good, and never 
before have I eaten lamb that I really liked. 

After dinner we climbed up on the forti- 
fications around to Ihe ocean side. Just as 
for as we could see, was ink-black sand, that 
caught and held all the beauty of the pink 
sky; long ribbon-like stretches of color wound 
throi^h that black sand in large curves. For 
the tide goes out so East that it leaves the sand 
full of little river-beds. One lonely rocky 
island loomed up darkly between us and the 
main land tar away. Against a dark bank of 
clouds at the horizon, was a tiny line of light 
showing ivherc the water was. A great 
evening star hung just above the clouds, and 
the moon, hidden behind the Cathedral, gave 
the old building clear outlines. Standing, as 
we were, on one of the round towers of the 
City walls, and seeing nothing but that waste 
of loneliness, and the Church, and some old 
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rools, made me feel as if I could no longer be 
Efiie Bowne, but some lady of the olden days, 
high up in her dungeon tower, looldng for the 
release that never came. Night certainly is 
the time to see old walls. In the moonlight 
they take on all their former strength and 
dignity. 

The tide has been a great disiUusion, for 
it just crept in, except at the very last, when 
we could hear it rushing along the breakwater. 
It seems that it only comes in, in that big 
wave at full moon, and in September, and 
alas, it is neither now I 
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Dinard. 

QROVIDENOS rewarded me with 
running water at our next hotel 
to make up for leaving Mont. St. 
Michel j'csterday afternoon. The old Church 
and Castle are not very interesting inside. 
I do hate, above all things, to be " guided 
through" a place with lots of other peofde. 
They all stand about with their mouths 
open ready to drink in wisdom from a 
stupid old guide, all rushing to a certain 
window, then suddenly all turning at once 
(just like a school of litttle fish), and div- 
ing for the chimney piece. That is the 
way we saw the top of Mont. St. MicheL 
The steps nearly did me up. Allah be praised, 
tile island was no higher 1 

Some time ago restorations were made in 
order to make cells for the prisoners, and the 
Government is now putting things in order. 
The Government is evidently most con- 
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•cientious, but it lacks imagiiuition I Every* 
thing is being restored on the old. old plan, 
but the carvings, et cetera, are all brand new, 
and, if by chance a lea^ or a nose is missing, 
they stick on a new one. There were tiiree or 
four rooms tiiat were too acdid to pull down, 
or ML down, but that is really alL The 
other part is either all restored, or boarded up 
for repairs. It was most disappnnting. The 
dining room was wierd; the windows were 
very tall and thin, and set quite &r back in 
the walL The result was, that as you stood 
at oae end of the long hall you saw no win- 
dows at all, but the room was filled witti 
lovely soft light. As you walked along, the 
windows quite near you became apparent, so 
that every step you took you lost sight of one 
window back of you, but gained one in firont 
What strange, almost childish things, pleased 
and amused those old people I 

My last glimpse was of Hont St Michel, 
floating fiu- off like a great bubble amidst 
white sails upon such a green sea. The 
coast here is delightful ; in bet, so much like 
Bar Harbor that it rather makes one I014 to 
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get back there, only here on the little islands 
are audi nice old forts. I can see a whole 
string of rocky islets across ttie blue water 
as I write, and tlie last me holds a big round 
tower of some old fortification. It is the past, 
always the old, old past, that is so delightfiiL 

When 1 look around on the cultivated 
fields and white villages, it is impossible 
to realize the fiiry that spoiled so many 
Churches and Ch&teaux. Everywhere you go, 
they ten you of the things hidden so as to be 
saved; restorations that have to be done to 
keep the buildings from falling to pieces, or 
ttiey show you the ruins tiiat no restoration 
can ever help. But once in a while a peasant 
shakes a stick at us, or snaps his whip, and 
his fiice makes my blood run cold; a devil's 
foce could not be more hateful, or look as if it 
would take a more fiendish delight in pullii^ 
you to pieces bit by bit. 

The white caps which the women wear 
are charmii^, and those of the Sisters of 
Charity with their flapping sides, remind me 
of great white sea gulls. 
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ChateauUn, August 3rd. 
>^^^HS is such a good Joke on myself I 
■ ^ ^ J Thinbiiig that Walter could sleep 
^^1^^ better through noise titan I could, 
I gave him the large room which faces 
the street and the dock, and took a little 
back room myself, which looks out on a 
fairly clean courtyard, dear tAd roc^ and 
a few green trees. It was quite late when 
we arrived, and my outlook did seem so 
charming; a large flock of geese were waddling 
off to bed as I opened the windows. The 
moment it became light this morning those 
wretched geese began to fight and have been 
at it ever since. I am sure I could have slept 
better had my room overlooked lower 
Broadway! 

We had such a good time yesterday. We 
started out splendidly, and were sailing down 
a hill when off went the hind tire like a piatcA 
shot. One hour and a half we sat and 
Alexandre struggled, while Dad and I went 
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for a walk of about two miles. Then we lost 
our way, and got on &e disused State road. 
All the peasants kept assuring ua that we 
could not get through, and I had doubts 
myself, but dinner was at the other end I It 
was then two o'clock. I had really great 
bith in Alexandre's doing ta^ything, so we 
went on, walked up a hiO, and had luncheon. 
It was Market day at Huelgoat. Such a 
sight I The whole place was alive with men, 
wcnnen, cows and piga. The men in this 
country wear straw hats faced with black 
velvet; also a black velvet ribbcm fiistened 
around the crown with a budde; then tbe 
ribbon goes trailing out behind in two stream- 
ers, until the men look as if they were mea 
up to their necks, and little boys the rest of 
the way. I can't get over the feeling that 
tiiey have dressed up in their sons' hats just 
for fun. The women all wear the loveliest 
white caps, and look so charming. Once in a 
while you see a peasant who has become 
supoior to a white cap, and at once she loses 
all her distinctkni, becoming just an ordinary 
conunon perscHi. 
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Such ctmiusion as rdgoed in that Market 
Place 1 Men pulling calves in one direction, 
vromca, in voluminous skirts, pullii^ three or 
four sheep that all wanted to walk in difierent 
directiona at once. Then there were pigs — 
such nice, squeally pigs, carried t^ one arm 
around the middle of &e pig. How the peo- 
ple hang on I do not see, as the feet and head 
were kicking furiously, and pigs are &drly 
aUppctyl 

A small boy showed us the "sights" of the 
town, and we were much impressed, even 
though the "vronders" had been seen in other 
places. The tilting rock was really the largest 
I have ever seen, and the rocks in the river 
bed were huge, but I did have to look hard 
so as to be sure not to miss seeing the 
water! 

But the ride up there made up for all lack 
of water. Such a lovely wood road right 
throi^h fir trees, and Alexandre managed the 
car beautifully. We expected to arrive at 
Morgat last night, but it grew dark and cold, 
so vre stopped at this little tovnt. The dinner 
was finely cooked, but I have not yet been 
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able to decide whetiier I am the third or 
fourth user of the sheets ! 

All along this coast we see bits of Seal 
Harbor; yesterday in the woods and streams ; 
the day before on the coast, but never alto- 
gether; that would be too beautiful; the 
inhabitants could not stand it t 
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Auguat 4ih. 

HT Hie heading of this letter you will 
see what is supposed to be a true 
picture of this place. If you care* 
fully take off all the flags, take out the people, 
horses, dogs, and carriagea, you will really 
have a fidrly good idea of our surround- 
ings I Hy room bues on the court, and long 
before seven o'clock they began to dust off tiie 
horses. I don't believe that they ever find 
water enough to give tiiem a real bath. Poor 
Alexandre I He ia always coining around in 
the morning fiiiious at Hie inhabitanta, be- 
cause he could not get enough water to wash 
the car oS Well, at last, the horaes aeemed 
to be an dusted and I had visions of a real nap. 
A small in&uit began howling in Hie room 
above mine — not a plain, but a croaa hotri. 
Suddenly there was quiet, and I began to have 
hopes. Just as I was falling off into one of 
those Uissfiil morning slumbers, came a crash 
like a ndl of thunder. I sat straight up in bed 
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with a dim notion that the ceiling must be com- 
ing down. That baby had been building blocks 
and rolling a heavy ball along so as to knock 
Ihem down. That has kept up ever sincel 
At last when another child began running up 
and down the haH, and yelling that he simply 
"vrould not," I gave up all thoughts of sleep. 
We had the nicest run yesterday through 
what we called "real country," high up among 
the hills which overlooked great arms of the 
sea. We reached Motgat just in time to see 
Ae Caves. Two sailora rowed us out in a 
large sardine boat The sea was the most 
perfiect blue, and the diA were so rugged, 
and every once in a while we mnild rovr into 
a large cave. The cokirs in the rocks were 
brilliant greens, yellows, pinks, and blood red. 
The water came in, in long low swells, swish- 
ing almg tiie sides of the cave untfl it ended 
in a roar, and we, in our boot, went dancing 
up and down like a cork. The last cave waa, 
of course, tiie most beautifiiL They say it 
was used in the time of the Revolution as a 
Chvd ; it certainly la big enough, being over 
four hundred feet long. 
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Poutt du Rax, August Sth. 

I MUST have a Utde Sunday chat with 
you. The oca is daiV dark blue and 
sends the spray flying up among the 
rocks with such a nice comfortable roar. 
There is a sort of gray-green moss-grass that 
grows all over the rocks above the sea line, 
giving the stones a soft look that is very 
pleasing. The diff in front of me is very steep, 
rough and slippery, and yet really safe. 

Two delightful peasant girls came down 
the path a little while ago in fuU Uack dresses, 
green shawls, and stiff lace caps. One has 
been moving about the rocks and took off her 
sabots and stockings (I could see from here 
how heavy and home-made they were) and 
paddled in a pool lifted by the tide. They just 
gave the coUm- and light that ttie place needed 
to make a picture. They have gone now, and 
it k>okB quite lonely and dull without them. 

There is a small Breton boy who has 
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idsced himself beside me in the hope that I 
may soon get tired of such quiet occupation 
and want to scramble over the rocks, in which 
case he would play guide. He takes in every- 
thing I do with his laughing eyes and assures 
me that "I write very fast I" He also tries 
to make conversation, and has sometimes suc- 
ceeded. He really is cute, oa\y the peasant 
men are never as interesting looking as the 
women, and their foces always seem to lack 
intelligence. How I wish I could put a little 
ot this beautiful afternoon in my letter so that 
you, too, could eqjoy it. The air is so soft, 
the sun so wann, the sea so blue, and over 
an, the edges erf a fog that is waiting, waiting, 
lor night to come, befisre it creeps up and 
covers the land — ^juat the loveliest kind of a 
Sunday afternoon. 

This morning we went for a long walk 
along the dt^ and down on the sand to some 
little caves. Such nice hard sand; it just 
made me crazy to take off my shoes and 
stockings and run about in my bare feet as I 
did when I was a little girL 

The smaU guide final^ had his w^, Eor 
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we went along some very steep cliA. It was 
very beautiful, but two or tliree times I 
tttought I never would return alive. However, 
I was not going to be outdone by such a 
little Toookcy of a boy, so I hung on and got 
there some way. Then, too, if I should ever 
turn back from something like that, which I 
had started out to do, tiie next time I should 
not have any nerve atalL 

This rocky point juts out into the sea 
and is pierced by three tunnels; I saw 
one, not the opening only, but right through 
to di^light on the other side. This one 
is big enough to go through in a small boat 
when the water is very, very calm. The 
small guide showed us the Devil's Door- 
way, and when Father asked if the boy would 
come back at midnight and take him to see 
the Devil (as he understood that that was the 
best time to see His M^esty), the small guide 
said that he was very sorry, but the Devil 
was off on a vacation and could not be seen 
— that he only stayed there during the stormy 
months I 

After supper, Walter and I walked out 
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again to Hie CHfiiL The Government has put 
big stone steps from the Life Saving Station 
down to the water, and also an iron ladder ; 
it is an very easy. It was so beautiful there, 
way off down by the sea. The water was 
that lovely pale evening blue, and Hie sky so 
red, with a redder lighthouse just in the 
intensest part, while every few moments 
another lighHiouse, miles away, sent across 
to ua a quick flash that hung fen- a second like 
a great star where the water met the sky. 

When vn returned, the car was finished 
and we went on a trial ride to see if the auto 
was really in fine workiiq^ order. 

As we climbed the hiB, the great fuU, yel- 
low moon came up, and stretched away in a 
path of shimmerii^ light across the sea. Oh, 
it was such Am to go flying over fine roads 
and by shining waters, and through the dark 
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Oiutnper, France, Auitmt 7. 

Q LEASE notice the spires in the back- 
ground at tiie headinc of this letter. 
They bdoi^ to the Cadwdral, and 
Ihey have beUs vrtuch seem to be used ibr tfw 
purpose of twaVJng Bore that the inhabitants 
have no nerves, or else to drive away all 
strai^erB. That there can be no late sleepera 
in this town I am sure I Two hundred and 
ten strokes rai^ at eight o'dock and three 
hundred and fifty-one at half past eight. 
Fortunately they have stopped now, but they 
did Hie same thing all last night while I 
admired the view of Qic Cathedral from my 
window. I shall soon be afraid to admire 
views, for they alwi^s seem to end in a 
noiae/ 

Yesterday we visited an electric lighthouse 
and also what Baedeker calls "interesting 
Roman Villa ruins," but all we could see 
were a very few small walls, with no partic- 
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ular sluqie to them, all covered with ivy. The 
treeB on the place, however, were fine. 

The caps and dresses of the peasants, 
embroidered with orange and gold, are really 
wonderful. 

You ask about our ChauSeur, Alexandre: 
He is fine, very quiet, rather small, and never 
gets excited; just the r^ht lind to have in 
this country, for he takes a great interest in 
where we are going, and elw&ys tries to have 
some place to tell us about in the morning. 
He never goes inside a Church, no matter how 
beautiful His lack of education shows in 
thills like that, as he seems to hate the 
Churches because they are connected vnUi the 
Priesta, who he sajrs, are dreadful, and keep 
the people poor and ignorant ; and he thinks 
it me of the best things Prance ever did, 
when she took the schools away from the 
Church. He knows a lot about machinery, 
and never goes out of a lighthouse, or any- 
thing of that kind, until he knows about 
evorytbing. He is the only person I have 
ever met who could explain machinery to me 
so that it seemed sentible. He is very inter- 
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ested in everything that we see, and asks 
questions about the different kinds of clouds, 
music, et cetera. He really is above his po- 
ution of Chaufiieur, because he has brains, but 
he win never get anywhere. He is much more 
the kind of man you would expect to find in 
our middle classed in America. He has had 
very little education; Just keeps his eyes (^>en 
and remembers what he hears, and he certainly 
can run a carl Even Father said, that if we 
were IdSed it would be an "accident," and 
not the fault of Alexandre. Why, we have 
only IdSed one chicken so far I 

V7e have to be very polite and aak him 
every morning if he has slept well, and always 
say "good-night." Aunt Arlie says the French 
people care a great deal about these little 
ttiings, so no matter how important a thing I 
have to say, I always gasp out first, "Have 
you spent a comfortable night ?" fisr fear I shall 
forget it Once I asked my own question 
first, and forgot all about his sleepii^ until 
after luncheon! 
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August 8. 

HUCK was "ag'in" us yesterday. The 
tubes for which Alexandre had tele- 
grephed to Paris had not come, so 
we went down for luncheon to Concameau, 
an old City on a walled island, reached by a 
Htde fortified drawbridge, just big enoi^h for 
the automobile to squeeze through. There is 
an outside City, quite new, and we had a 
beontiiul ride down there ; it was decidedly 
worth while. 

There was a modem Ch&teau, left to the 
Government by a Russian Princess, that had 
such beautiful old tapestries and Breton 
furniture in it We could hardly drag Mother 
away I But bade again we had to come to 
Quimper to get those old tubes. Then there 
was an hour lost in sending telegrams to see 
where they were, et cetera. It was late, and so 
delightfully cool when we at last did get 
started, but we came to grief over a tire and 
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lost an hour, if not more, putting a new ooe 
on, so that we did not have time to go to ttw 
place we had planned, but stopped here at 
Lorient. 

I think I mentioned the big lighthouse at 
Penmarch which carried light for sixty miles. 
Inside is an inscription — a copy of a will, run- 
ning something like this : "Madam So-and- 
so leaves alt her money ibr a lighthouse, to 
be put up on some dangerous point in mem- 
ory of her Caflier. She leaves aH her money, 
as she has no children. The lighthouse 
must be of granite, so as to long keep light 
his memory. She wishes to build a light- 
house, so as to save lives, to make up for all 
those her fother killed in war." Then comes 
a list of all the battles in which her &tiier 
ibught under Ntqmleon First 
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Autfnsf 9, Auray. 
^w^E came here to Aoray for luncheon, 
f^ I 1 yesterday, a little late, as we had oar 
Vix first break-down on the road. The 
machiDery simply reiiised to move. Then 
we all got out Walter and I hung over 
Alexandre until we nearly got "rush of blood 
to the head," while Father and Mother sat in 
the shade reading and trying to keep cooL 
A two-wheeled cart came along ; the driver 
was talking, and holding Ae reins loosely in 
his hands. Why the horse should have been 
frightened at our "stuck-in-the-mud automo- 
bile'' I camwt see. I should think Uiat he 
would have taken it for a wagon from which 
tfie horse had been removed, bat he did not, 
ran up on the side of the road, rolled one man 
out, and bumped Hie driver down into tbe 
bottom of the cart Fortunately, no one was 
hurt, and Father could safely feel that "it was 
not our feultl" Alexandre moved a great 
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many thinsB in the automobile, and still 
lotted perptezed; for the trouUe with an 
auto is, that almost any part toay cause the 
same trouble, and each has to be tried in turn 
before you can locate it We 8tn»:k it at ttie 
fourth try, and were lucky. 

The Dolmens, of which I sent you a postal, 
were very interesting; they used to be covered 
with sod and used as houses. It is too bad 
that the biggest of the Dcdmens was struck by 
lightning, and now lies in tiiree giant pieces 
fiat cm the ground. The hiH, with a Uttle 
Church at the back of the picture, is a Tumu- 
lus, fun of old graves, and heaped ap with 
small stones. The French took it for a natural 
hill and built their Church there, but they have 
had to give up holding service, as the excava- 
tion has left the building too uncertain. We 
had a very interesting afternoon, but rather 
indescribable, except for the ocean, which was 
a most beautiful blue. 
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At$gaat 15. 
^^^^HE Ch&teau oFJosselin is by fiu- ttie 
fl J most beautifiil that we have seen. 
^^^^ Why one does not hear more about 
it I cannot imagine, except, perhaps, that it is 
out of the way. We ran out there while 
waiting for Alexandre's tires, which were 
rather late in comii^;, even though they 
were marked "Large quickness." 

In the garden one old round tower of the 
Chiteau is still standing, and is so beautifully 
hung with ivy. Beyond that is the finely 
carved &ont of the Chiteau, softened by time, 
wiA its slate roof against a gray sky. I 
eitjoyed the hour there fuSy. The inside 
was very fine, but so stift and almost ugly in 
spots. Given such beautiful cdd furniture, 
what a dream of a house Mother could make 1 
Standing on the terrace you see the old towers 
back of the house spring out of the river, 
which, like so many rivers in this country, 
has been turned into a canaL 
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It was my aft e rn oon on tbe outside of tiie 
automobile. It was raining — not so very 
bard, but we were going no fiut that we 
caught a great deal of extra rain. Alexandre, 
fortunately, likes such things ; the wilder and 
more scditary a place is, the better he is 
pleased, so that his mental attitude did not 
9pal things. The rain came ^ta^hing against 
my face in little spurts that almost hurt ; the 
clouds went flying overhead; the )ovr ever- 
green bushes gave the land a desolate air ; 
the rhythmical whir and motion of the 
machine as we sped along ttie great lonely 
road and wound up and down over the bills 
— oh, it was aU perfect I I lost all sense of 
time, and things. I was no longer a mind, a 
body — a soul, but just one huge sensation in 
which minor sensations were so beautifully 
blended that they lost their individuality and 
became a perfect whole. But, like all great 
thills it had to come to an end. .... 

We left Mother and Father at Vannes. 
Walter and I, with Alexandre, went to Auray 
to get the tires. It was a beatiful run, as the 
rain had stopped and the sun had come out. 
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We hod two breakdowns, so did not dine 
unto very late. The next day we made a 
long run — nearly one hundred miles, sto p p in g 
at a very fashionable place for lunchetm. We 
Imded here (Nantes) fturiy tired. 

I always used to think it would be great 
fun to be a widow and live in a lavenderroom 
with white furniture. (Of course that was 
when I waa a real little girl.) But I am cured. 
I had one here, and it quite got on my nerves ; 
perhaps that was because I wasnota widow! 
At any rate, when we returned here last 
night, I let Walter take the lavender room 
and I am now writing in a perfectly round, 
blue and white room. 

We went fnm Nantes to Saumur. The 
castle amounts to nothing; you can't even 
get in, and if the inside is anything like the 
outside you don't want ta It looked like a 
prison to mc. But the ride along Hie L>oire 
was delightful ; the sun out one moment, and 
rain falling the next. As Henry James says, 
" If s rather embarrassing to have a river, on 
which so much of the beauty of the country 
depends, run mostly to sandl" Still, it was 
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beautiful, and m imagined vrhat it must have 
been like when it was really the " brimming 
Loire." At present you could often walk 
across it, even tiMnigh it is a broad river. 

I was disappointed in the Castle of Chinon ; 
not in the situation, which is charming, but it 
is an ruins. We ran aU the afternoon, took 
dinner at Cholet, and came on here by night. 
It was such fun I Alexandre had to rest Has 
morning, and that is virhy wre have the morn- 
ing to ourselves. 
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Toun, August 16, 1906. 
^^^^•^HB Chftteau at Langeais was very 
A 1 plain and gray on the outside, but 

^^^ beautifully furnished; everything <dd 
and of the finest quality. I felt so sorry for 
the poor family, though. The guard would 
knock at a door, wait a moment, and then 
show us in. Think of living in such apple- 
pie order and being obliged to run every time 
there was a knock at the door I 

A Mr. Siegfried lives at Langeate, and we 
found out afterward, that he is a politician, 
which no doubt explains a great deal of his 
good nature. I was awakened at Langeais 
by a great rumbling, and popping out of bed 
I opened the blinds. The clock was striking 
three. Overhead was a new moon amid such 
brilliant stars; and the square, which was 
really quite poor and dirty, had suddenly been 
transformed. The trees were dark and thick, 
the houses had dignity, and even the green 
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pod kxdced clear and sweet. Down the road, 
across the bridge, came loud nunblincs and 
bright lights that turned into two high- 
wheded carts filled wiA men and white- 
capped women, all comuig in from the country 
to pass the fite in town. 

I got up at seven o'clock, and wrent to Haas 
an hour later. The Church bad been beautihil 
before modem man conceived the brilliant 
idea of improving it It is aU whitewashed 
now, and painted with red lines to imitate 
bricin ; only Hit ton, slender ccdumns of its 
old beauty are left. The altar, however, had 
somehow, escaped-'very possibly the money 
gave out before it was finished. Around the 
gold cross of the altar were tall lilies and 
It was diermingl 



If a very wicked I know, but it is hard not 
to see tiie focdish, theatrical side of the Cath- 
olic Church. The Priest wore the most beau- 
tiful lace sldrt and yellow satin coat covered 
with lace turnovers, and embroidered with a 
huge gcdd crosa. I felt very serious at the 
time, but on looking back I can't help ieeHng 
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diBt it all lacked dignity. No doubt it is a 
very naughty way to feel ; still, as kmg as it 
impressed me that way, there is no use in 
saying that it did not, or in keeping still on the 
subject, Sm- I don't want you to think I am 
better than I really am. 

Azay-le-Rideau was charming, only all the 
old things have been sold, so that there is 
nothing but the outside left. Loches, tcx}, was 
interesting. There we saw fiie remains of 
that dreadful cage in vrtiich Louis the Eleventh 
confined Cardinal de la Balue. Henry James 
■ays that he survived so much loiter than 
might have been expected this extraordinary 
mixture of exposure and seclusion 1 

Now I am going to own up, these Cha- 
teaux of the Loire are distq>pointing. It's my 
own &ult ; I expected too much I I expected 
I don't know exactly what, but something 
more beautiful than anything I had ever seen. 
Many of them arc crowded in by a little town, 
so that you really can't get a good look at them, 
or they are coming to pieces and must be seen 
witli lots of other people, whom tttt guide hur- 
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Ties aloi^ If s not what I had hoped for I I 
think tiiat if I could come quietly to see them, 
with some congenial friend who would talk 
over the history, and the guide would leave us 
alone so that we could quicHy re-people those 
bare rooms writfa their <dd owners, thmn I 
think I should not be disappointed. 
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Niort, Augaat 30, 1906. 

XAND my little guide-book started 
off for Church. The one thing that 
3rou roust no^ do in France is to ask 
your way when you are alone, and so I carry 
about a plan of the City and really have very 
good luck in reaching places. This time it 
was a Cathedral and very near at hand. I do 
hate the beggars that swarm in France I It is 
iK>t a good plan to give to them, as it only en- 
courages such an easy livelihood, and yet you 
feel like a hard-hearted wretch when you pass 
them by with a stony stare. Your peace and 
comfort are entirely gone, if by a flicker of an 
eyelaah you give evidence of having noticed 
them. 

I went to Church alone. If s a strange 
thing about the Catholic Church that you can 
manage, by sitting way back so that you 
can't see the Priest every time he kisses his 
book, M feel quite serious and overlook the 
theatrical part, but it seems quite impossible 
64 
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to do Ifae some tiian^ witii anybody jrou know 
T^t betide you. Involuntarily you glance 
about when you receive a "shock," and if 
everybody is the same as usual, you settte 
back again, vniile if there is some one witii 
jrou whom you know, the atmosphere of 
"queemess" is kept up. 

The music was disappointniK, very ncmy, 
and the organ squeaky. Several Sisters sat 
r^ht in front of me, in white dresses and black 
i^iroos, with their kerchiefo of white linen and 
tiiose lovely trig stiff caps which remind me 
so much of great white sea gulls just starting 
to fly. The Sisters evidently kept a school 
for young girls — three whole lines of them 1 
It did seem dreadful to me that the Sisters 
could not have instilled better manners into 
those girls. One after another came in, 
dropped on one knee in the aisle, took a seat, 
dropped on two knees, crossed herself and 
uttered a prayer, all the time looking about, 
smiling and nodding to her other little friends. 
I think the Sisters might have insisted on ttie 
smiles and nods being kept until after those 
first ceremonies were over. 
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Haas was only an hour, but it was cer- 
tainly one of tbe longest services which I ever 
attended. The old glass in the windowa of 
the Cathedral was chamiing, and I spent a 
short half-hour after the people had left enjoy- 
ing it, and the beautiful little tomb of the chil- 
dren of Anne of Brittany. Somehow, that 
tomb really says what you want it to. I 
went there to locA at it because Henry Janaes 
spoke so highly of it, but I expected nothing 
eiccept the uoual carved stone, covering for- 
gotten ashes. The tomb itself is a mass of 
beautiful white carvii^ of fruit and flowers, 
and cupids, just the right Idnd of a cradle tor 
litOe children I Then beneath is a jdain slab 
of black marble on which rest those two little 
white figures side by side — such happy, 
chubby little &ces, with their noses quite 
cracked off; but somehow that made them the 
more charming I The little crowns rested so 
lightly on tfieir little heads that you felt sure 
Ae children really liked them, and the ermine 
capes kept them so toasty warm 1 The little 
boy's feet can just be seen ; but the little girl's 
could not reach so far and showed tiirough 
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her loi« dress at 1^ hem. There were two 
small angels at their heads, and two more 
holdtng shields at their feet ; whik around the 
whole runs the knotted cord (Anne of Brit- 
tany's symbol), just as if even there her 
motherly arms must be around her babies. 
The whole thing made you fed at once the 
short happy lives of those littie ones, and the 
despair of the mother. 
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Tbura, August 19, 1906. 
^— g'ESI^RDAY we went to Chenon- 
^^^1. ceaux, and 1 was delighted. The 
^^^ house itself is quite plain; in feet, 
Mr. Schwab's house on Riverside Drive is 
a copy of it. But oh, the setting of iti In 
front sti£F old-feshioned gardens, then an old, 
old round tower over a draw-bridge which 
leads to the house itsdl 

The Ch&teau grows like a great lUy out of 
the Cher. The regularity of the front is 
broken by a dear Uttle chapel, which looks as 
if it bad been tacked on afterwards as an 
afterthought, and a very happy one I The 
door is a fine old green with the names 
of Franda I and Claude written in gold. The 
inside was very interesting, having some of 
tfie very finest floors that we have yet seen. 
Diana's room had H's and D's painted an 
over it. (They certainly did not mind publicity 
in those days!) The long fSte ball runs 
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slmoBt across the river, opening on to a UtUe 
balcony and to a draw-bridge which leads to 
the most delightful leafy woods. But of 
course we were only allowed to look, not to 
enjoy oursdves. However, we did get a 
stn^ in the garden. Nowhere, as yet, is 
there the lavishneasof carvii%Ibade^>ected; 
but then we have not seen Bkris. 
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August 31, 1906. 
^w^E had a most delightful aftenioon 
1 I f yesterday. La RochcUe is a fiar 
^•^^ more attractive place than the 
posttds indicate. The bay comes in between 
two lar^e towers, end the outer town sur- 
rounds it Such clean white houses, with 
bright blinds and straight fronts down to the 
very sidewalk. The sky was cloudless, 
the water tdue, and the fishing boats had the 
most charming dull red, yellow and blue sails. 
The G8hii4£ nets hung up to dry, the gay 
blouses of the men vAio handled the fish — all 
made you want to spend a week there. Tak- 
ing it all in all it is the most delightful town 
we've been ta 

This is Saintes and boasts of a Roman 
amphitheatre, which we visited yesterday 
evening, even though I vowed never again 
to walk a step to see a Frozich Roman ruin. 
This one re«lly was tiot a hump on the 
70 



p:h»Google 



ground, like all the others we have carefully 
visited, but real remains, thoi^h rather 
crumbly. The arches still keep their formsi 
and we could plainly see where the chariots 
had come in. Seen at sunset, with the sheep 
nibblii^ grass and the peasants knitting, it 
was very e£Eectivc, but the Romans never 
seem very real to me — at least, not here in 
France. Those old Celtic stones bring ap a 
much more vivid picture. 
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Augnat 33, 1906. 

XTS hot, and no amount of green trees 
or enthusiasm can diagu^ the fact, 
I am seated in what will later be 
turned into our dinii^! room, under a spread- 
ing horse-chestnut, beside a pile of artificial 
rocks from which drips one little stream of 
water, which tries so hard to be continuous 
and just can't Underfoot is the inevitable 
gravel, which the French love to use instead 
of grass. 

We have started for Lyons — a loi^ run — 
but the country is really beautiful, and now 
that if 8 hot we are more comfortable motor- 
ing than doing anything else. All day we 
have been runnti^t along a fine road lined 
with tall poplars. The trees are queer in this 
country; they give the fcding that you are 
coming to most delightful woods ; the fiseling 
keeps up but the woods never, by any chance, 
materialize. When you reach them, they are 
just a few tre es scattered over the ficJds. 
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The road wonld not be hot at all if the people 
kept the lower branches on the trees, instead 
of cutting them off ftn- fire- wood. 

Now I most teD you about my French 
shampoo. I had my head washed yesterday 
for the first time (and I sincerely hope fbr 
the last time) in France I A funny, jumping, 
breezy French coiffeur arrived, took a little 
piece of rag and gently tapped my head a few 
times and declared it was finished. It was 
hot, and I was not going to be treated like 
that, so I pulled him off to the bath room and 
sittfe him put my head under the cold water 
&ucet He dedared that a French lady 
would £unt if treated that way. 

And so he talked on, telling me how all 
the French men came to have their hair 
curled every day, and declared that Father 
would be much improved by that processi 
I begged and begged Father, but be declined. 
Then the coiffeur tried arranging my hair, 
but I would not go down to dinner looking 
like that. He asked to be allowed to stay 
and see how / arranged it; so I gracioualy 
consented, having by that time gotten quite 
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used to having « strange man about while I 
was dressed up in Mother's wrapper. He 
seemed quite impressed by the bet that I 
really could do my hair by myself; said that 
he had never seen it done like that before 
(where couAf he have been lately P) and that 
with "ooaie improvement" he would try 
it CHI some of the French ladiesl 

Thaf s positively all the news, except that 
Alexandre said this afternoon that Walter 
had really learned all he could be taught 
about running an automobile; experience 
would have to do the rest, and he thought I 
might begin to take lessons now. 

The last few days have been perfect — 
such views and such hills ; real little canyons, 
only the water has all run dryl 

As I look back, two things have impressed 
me: the modesty of the oxen with the fringe 
hui% over their eyes to keep the flies o£F; 
and the tall evergreen trees in the grave- 
yards. They grow like poidars, with their 
branches grovni^c the wrong way up, and at 
twilight they seem to hug themselves and 
look tike warm green ghosts. 
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PuM, Septoaiber 3, 1906, 
^^^i^HE unexpected alwajra happens. 
I 1 This momii^ I had thought to go 

^^^ to Moss, and later talk to the dress- 
maker, instead of which we are all going to 
sail off in the automobile to see the fbuntains 
of Versailles, which, as it costs the French 
RepuMic a small fixtone to turn the water 
on, only play on the first Sunday of the sum- 
mer mcmths. 

Walter and I could have sat down and 
cried yesterday when the automobile drove off. 
Utile *hmHng that we would see it again to- 
day. But Walter was crazy to see the 
fountains, and everybody refused to take him 
because of ttie crowds and crowds of peoide, 
so the automobile waa the only solution t 
Then we feh so unhappy at leaving the auto- 
mobile that Father says we can go up to 
Havre in it I hod no idea that in so short 
a time one could become so attached to an 
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inanimate thing, and, moreover, one that 
does not always go. 

This is a nice small hotel where you 
have to ring at least a half hour beibre you 
want a tiling I It seems to be dean. There 
it a fine tub, and the table is more than &dr. 

We stopped at Bourges to see the Cathe- 
dral, on the front portal of which there stood 
a very stiff angel, holding some scales. On 
one side were all t^ie good people, with the 
moat self-satisfied smiles. I know if the 
angel had not been so very busy wreighing 
the others and had noticed those smiles be 
would have shipped them right off to Hades ! 
On the other side were all the bad people, 
being pulled about by their ears, by lovely 
grinning devQa, or being poked along by 
pitchforks stuck into their ribs. Underneath, 
the dead were pulling themselves out of 
the tombs. It was all so wonderful I espec- 
ially the dead, who Jcnew that they had been 
bad, and did not want to get up at all t 
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Sepianbmr S, 1906. 

rS hot — very I Even one's sldn ia 
oppressive; and ob, it^s «U so dirty 
and dustyl I came to Paris quite 
enthusiastic about clothes; I had lived in 
one suit so long, that the idea of having 
pretty things did seem delightful At present 
I hate the very thought of them, and only 
wish I were a parrot and grew fieathen I 

Yesterday we went to Rodenitze, the 
dressmaker. Even nowr I fbel weak vrhen I 
think of iti We almost ordered a two-hun- 
dred-dollar gown that we did no^ like, just to 
be aUowed to get out and come home to din- 
ner) The woman waa really wonderful — even 
Aunt Arlie could not cope with her 1 She kept 
us tiiree hours showing things that ^n did 
ito^ like, being so good-natured and turning 
the whole big estaUiahment inside out to try 
to suit us. When we got to the state where 
we UMild no loiter sit up and take notice of 
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the Eowns, she even offered us iced cofiee, 
which, however, we decined I 

Three times on the way to the door she 
waylaid us to show us some other "exquisite" 
thing, each time bringing chairs to us, and at 
last she followed us out to the stairs. I got 
frightened then, fearing she might take a cab 
and folloiv us to the hotel, so I just ran down 
the stairs as hard as I could go and escaped. 

I have decided that learning to sp^ 
words, so many a day, does no good, so now 
I have started a new method: that is, learning 
poetry by heart and writing it down, so that 
it gives roe some association to hang the 
word to. Perhaps it will help ; perhaps it 
wiD not. At any rate, I think it worth while 
trying. To-day I learned "cleave," and now 
that I have it, I dtHi't know what use to make 
of iti If I begin to use strange words soon, 
don't think I'm losing my head; I am only 
practicing my spelling lesson I 

Sunday we all, except Mother, went to 
Versailles. Those wonderful fountains made 
us leave home at ten o'clock, take lunch with 
us and eat it in the woods of St. Germain, 
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hurry through the fruit wid leave the cool 
woods for a "broiling road at two o'clock in 
the afternoon. We reached Versailles at 
half after two, six small grease spots — on^ 
to be told that the fountains did not play 
until half after four 1 The park is really big, 
if you ^iralk or drive, but in an automobile its 
novelties are soon exhausted. We tried 
walking about in the "model farm," but it was 
too hot We tried gmng through the large 
Trianoi, but the crowds were so great that 
we could hear and sec nothing, and it was so 
hot that one just existed, and did not care at 
all wAo had slept in the "yellow bed" or 
bathed in the "mirror-lined bath room." We 
drove around and around, and at last the 
fountains began. Poor Alexandre had never 
seen them; but just as we were all starting 
off (fbr automobilea are not allowed near the 
fountain), he discovered that the front tire 
was flat as a pancake, and he had to stay 
behind and fix it I 

The fountains were really numerous. 
Imagine them in your mind's eye, and then 
cut them in quarter, and you have a true 
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picture of the wonderfiil fauntsins of Ver- 
■allies. Indeed, the most wonderful port of 
them is, tbat tiie water comes from the 
Seine, ten Idtometers o^ and has to be 
pumped up hin, but of course one only gets a 
tiny Blimpse of what it all must have been 
in its best day. When, after a mighty eKnt, 
you managed to forget the heat, the smells, 
the sounds of ttie vast crowd that swayed 
about you, you could feel for a moment the 
Eascination of the place, and understand what 
made Alexandre's face light up so, when he 
said, " There are more beautiful places, but 
only one Verssilles!" 

The dark-green trees trimmed so primly, 
the weather-stained white statues, the walks, 
the sunshine — all made a most del^htful pic- 
ture. It is the only place I have seen where 
statues in a garden not only did not seem 
out of place, but were positively needed. 
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